MISTRESS        HENLEY

to   England a trifle  less  unhappy than I had
left it.

My travels had formed and emboldened me; I
spoke French with greater ease; I sang better; I
was admired. I made conquests, but the envy of
other females was all the profit they procured me.
Inquisitive and critical observation pursued me in
the least of my actions, and feminine censure fixed
itself upon me. I did not love those who loved
me; I refused a rich man who was without birth
or breeding, I refused a man of rank who was
worn out and in debt; I refused a young man whos e
adequacy in fortune was only comparable to his
stupidity. I was considered haughty; my old
friends quizzed me; society became odious to me.
My aunt, without blaming me, warned me repeat-
edly that the three thousand pounds which were
paid her annually ceased with her death, and that
she had not three thousand pounds of capital to
leave me.

Such was my situation, a year ago, when we
went to pass the Christmas holidays with Lady
Waltham. I was twenty-five years of age; my
heart was bruised and empty and I was beginning
to curse the tastes and the talents that had only
caused me to banish false hopes, an unhappy nice-
ness, and a pretension to felicity that had not been
realized.

There were two unmarried men in the house.
The one, forty years of age, had come from the
Indies with a considerable fortune. There were
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